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The Hatred Begins 

I moved through the 

woods as fast as I could, 
but I knew I was still 
over a day of normal 
travel away from the 
house. Only the fact that 
the house actually sat in 
a depression in the valley 
allowed me to see the 
smoke of the fire. 

Without resting I rushed 
through the forest, taking 
cuts and scrapes from 

the trees and brambles 

as my due for haste. It 
began to rain as the 

light failed, which slowed 
me even more. As I 
stepped into the clearing 
I noticed the charred 
remains of Strider’s 
house. There were also 
bodies of orcs and wolves 
scattered around the 
clearing. The fire had 
spread to some of the 
nearby trees, and they 
were burning like torches. 
The light they spread was 
glowing like a lamp from 
hell, but they allowed me 
to see. In the rain the 
cames sputtered and spit, 
but the fire was to well 
set to go out. The rain 
would keep the fire from 


spreading, and so I hada 
different mission. I tore 
through the massed bodies 
looking for Strider. I 
hoped on one hand to 

find him, and on the 
other not to find him. 
For if I could not find 
him, he might still be 
alive. A groan from 
nearby, almost missed in 
the noise of the fire and 
rain, led me to him. 
After digging him out 
from under over two 

score orcs, I set to 
bandaging his wounds. My 
novice fumbling likely did 
not help much, but I did 
my best. For two days I 
nursed him to the best 

of my ability, using every 
forest cure I knew. My 
reagents had burned with 
the house, so there was 
nothing that I could do 
with magic. Only once did 
Strider gain awareness, 
and it was but long 
enough to tell me to go 
to the city of Britain, 
and there try my luck as 
an adult. He also told me 
to take those things that 
were orcish from the 
corpses, for many were 
those who would buy such 
things in Britain. Then he 
lapsed back into sleep and 
died later that night 
from his wounds. I burnt 
his corpse upon a pyre, 
as he had told me that 
this was the way his 
village handled the dead. 
Though I know it would 
grieve him were he still 
alive, I also swore 
revenge upon orcs 


anywhere. I vowed to 
destroy them wherever I 
found them, and not to 
stop until I had achieved 
nothing less than 
Genocide. I would take my 
lore, my magic, my skills, 
and most importantly my 
hatred, and use these to 
achieve my aims. The orcs 
I also burned. I stripped 
them, then piled them up 
and burned them to ash. 
It took me weeks to 
prepare for my journey. I 
had no idea exactly where 
Britain was located, I only 
knew that it was south 

of the great mountain 
range. I sorted through 
the booty of the orcs, 
saving only the best 
items. I went through the 
burnt remains of the 
house as well, scavenging 
all that I could. Weeks 
turned into months 
hunting and tracking for 
orcs, but I could find no 
sign of them. I built up 
my stock of supplies until 
I had enough to last 
throughout the winter. I 
constructed shelter from 
the charred remains of a 
tree near the house, and 
then hid it from view so 
that I could see anything 
nearby without them 
observing me. The months 
tew by as I prepared for 
first my journey, and 
then for winter. I had 
stayed too long, and I 
knew it would be suicide 
to try and cross the 
mountain passes in the 
winter, so my only path 
was to wait out the 


winter and go after the 
spring thaw. My days 
passed quickly, and the 
only sign of orcs that I 
saw were tracks, months 
old. From the tracks I 
figured out that the band 
of orcs that attacked 

must have been a new 
tribe. The lore I had read 
mentioned this fact of 

orc life. If a tribe grows 
to big, they will split into 
two. Then the two chiefs 
will fight, and the looser 
will lead his tribe toa 
new place. This I now 

know was what had been 

the cause of the attack 

on Strider, and most 
likely was also the reason 
for the attack on my 
original home. Knowledge 
of why these things had 
happen did not change my 
feelings. Instead it 
solidified my desire to 
wipe this race of 

monsters from the world, 
so that none would have 

to suffer as I have. 
Feelings burned into me. 
Hate, revenge, sorrow, 
loss, and others burned 
into my mind. Joining 
together they melded into 
a whole. In the past I 

had heard of a word, but 
did not really understand 
it. Now I knew. Crusade. 

A word tempered with 

the true power of hate. 

A word that speaks of 
power. A word that 

speaks of death. A word 
that speaks of eradicating 
one’s enemies. That word 
became me. Alminair was 

on a Crusade. However 


my crusade was on hold 
for the winter. A very 
harsh winter at that. 
Luck was with me in 

some ways. The pack 

Lama that Strider had 
tamed came back looking 
for food. That solved the 
problem I had of how to 
carry all the items I had 
acquired to Britain. It 
also presented me with 
the new problem of 
fodder. I had stored 
plenty of food for 
myself, but since the 
pack lama had been 
missing all this time, I 
had not gathered any 
fodder. So off I went 
during the first few 
weeks of winter to not 
only gather enough food 
for the lama, but to also 
build it shelter, for the 
signs of the forest were 
predicting a horrible 
winter. Since I had no 
skill in taming as did 
Strider I could not 
afford to let that lama 
perish. In only a month I 
had gathered enough 
fodder and built a shelter 
for it, but I did wind up 
completing the shelter in 
waist deep snow. I spent 
the winter as usual. 
Hunting when opportunity 
presented itself, gathering 
anything that would 
provide food or warmth 
for myself or the lama. 
Even during such a harsh 
winter I survived, although 
not in comfort. 
Throughout winter I found 
myself comforted by the 
symbol of Valor that 


Strider had set for me 

to find, for it was the 
last link to the man who 
was my second father. At 
last, spring thaw came, 
so I set out for the 
mountains. With my lama 
loaded up we headed 
south. Always wary of 
possible orcs we traveled 
at night. Daily I racked 
my brain for clues to 

the way in the things 
Strider had talked about. 
The river he always 
followed we found in but 
a day and I also 
remembered him saying he 
never crossed the bridge 
across the river, for it 
was the wrong way. Then 
we arrived at the 
mountains Strider had 
described, and these were 
if anything more majestic 
than he had described. 
The river itself was 
swallowed by the 
mountain, disappearing to 
somewhere under it. From 
here I knew not where to 
go, so I took a chance, 
prayed to Valor, and 
headed west. Soon I found 
the main pass to Britain; 
the one called Snake’s 
Pass. I knew from 

Strider that this pass 
also was occasionally 
infected with orcs. As we 
went through the pass I 
found tracks of an orc. 
It appeared to be 

wounded and moving 
Slowly. Remorselessly I 
tracked and found it. It 
was so weak it could 
barely move, and it 
begged me for help with 


its pidgin common. I knew 
in my heart that this 

was a choice. To kill it 
and begin my revenge, or 
let it go. It whimpered 
and tried to crawl to me, 
the wound in its abdomen 
leaking gangrene and pus. 
I considered as it begged. 
Visions of my home and 
family came to me. A 
vision of how Strider 
looked as he was buried 
under a pile of slain 
foes. The pain that this 
life of death has given 
me. The good things in 

my life that have been 
taken away. All the 
Things I cherished. The 
hatred came. The Crusade 
screamed for vengeance. 
The need grew unbearable. 
The decision came, the 
resistance to that path 
left, nothing remained but 
a creed and a beginning... 
The Crusade Spoke with 

my voice. “In Por 

Ylem” The orc screamed 
his last breath away. The 
Death of Orcs now 

stalked the land. The 
count stood at one. 

It had begun. 
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